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TO THE 


ight Honorable Sir Robert Cecill Knight, one of 


the Queens Maieſties priuie Councell, Tbemas Churchyerd 
| wiſheth continuall good fortune, with increaſe of grace, 
| and beauenly bleſſednes. © oo 


AH E boldaeſſe that men haue in their purpoſe or affeRion(right He. 
Il cable) thruſts them into many great enterpriſes, and none greater ( that 
hurts and impeacheth credit) then ſer to ſale (among a number of car- 
pars) new penned works, that: ſome rather condemne then amend, by 
which meanes things well meant are miſtaken, and the open world are 
become iudgers of the ſecret imagination ofthe writer. But my hope is greater in 
your Honor, who knowes that a willing preſent ( duetifully written) offered by humble- 
neſſe of mind, merits more good will then miſlike: for otherwiſe, all my inuentions 
might proue but loſt labor, and returne againe to the writer with ſmall thanks and 
little reputation, and to make many bookes and pamphlers (as already is done) and 
purchace few friends, is but a cold kind of deſleny that fortune alots me, whereby [ 
weary my muſe, ouerlabor the ſpirits, and waſt inuention: which is no marucl}, when 
vol is declined, and age hath left emptie all the vitall powers, that with freſh matter 
were wont to reuive memorie: ſothat of neceſſitie old ſtudies muſt be ſought, and aun- 
cient writings of mine muſt be ranſackt to peece vp new verſes, becauſe the flowing 
phraſe of ſpeech is waxed dull and dry by the continuall vſe of pen, and weerying of 
the wits, whoſc edge is taken away by ouermutch whetting. And in deed finding the 
old Rorehouſe better Ruffed with . reaſon, then the new conceited humor fur- 
niſhed with fine device, I haue called to mind alittle booke almoſt fifty yeares ago 
made by me (in the very time when | penned Shore: wines iraged)) and haue * 
that booke to ſpeake out againe in playne tearmes, that was dumb by trackt of time, 
and lay by the walls as a worke halſe wormeaten, and ſcarce worthy the view, Cal - 
ling the ſame booke a mirror of man (though many mirrors excelleth this) That ſhews 
in ſhort ſentences mucch ould matter that our new age I hope ſhall long looke on, 
mutch more for the truth of the words, then the antiquitie of the verſes: crauing of 
your Honor for the publiſhing of the ſame a feuorable cenſure and ſupportation, ac- 
cording tothe cuen carriage and quick conconcng ee ef of your re ady and to- 
ward ſpirit, knowing that the new kind of clawing phraſe can noi be welcom to worthy 
wits (becauſe it ſauors of flattery) nor fine poliſhed words that ſeems always pleaſing, 
may be embraced of the wiſe. The humor of my youth neuer made my ſences ſicke 
with the groſe concen of corrupt adulation, nor l hope wine ould age ſhall never be 
vexed with the humors of vanitie, to infect and leade my pen paſt the compaſſe of an 
honeſt true writer, So through your goodnes graunt me the ordinary libertie of a free 
minded man, that dutifully writeth mutch, (being borne for the benefit of dthers) l 
franckly vnder fauor, begin the running and roving rime, that many may ſce their fa- 
ces in(though irbe no ſtcell Slafſe)which is named, The mirrer of Men, a matter neither 
of mirth nor ſorrow, not offenſive to any, ell pleaſe a multitude, ſo knoweth 
God and my ſelfe, and ſo I truſt your Ho ept of in as good part, as it is pen- 
ned, and humbly preſented. 
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Tour ener in all at commanndement, 
Thomas Churchyard. | 


Jo the generall Readers. 
Oine redders lookes, ; far newvs fr forvaqne lands, 5 


A cuſtome old, that no nem warld cu leave, © 
Some bujes newbookes, that coms from writers hands, 
To ſee what works the laboring wit canweane. 
Some ſteps in haſt, and leanes on Stationers flall, 
Toaske what ſluffe, bath paſſed Printers Preſſe, 
Some reades awhile, but nothing buyes at all, 
For in two lines, they gine a pretty geſſe : 
What doth the booke, contayne ſuch ſchollers thinke, 
To ſpend nopence, for paper, pen, andinke. 


I wright noverſe, to thoſe that liſts not looke 
What payne men take, inthis denice or that, 
A farme for thoſe, is better than a books : 
Farmes profit brings, yea fir but wot ye what, 
The purchace Wy much gold and money both, 
A books lyes dead, and ſoone is floong aſide, 
Tet often times, in bookes are found ſuch troth, 
That to mant ſteps, they are a gratious guide. 
Thu mirror may, de, leade ſome aright, 
(That blindfold are) to ſee the playn day light. 


ade in Gods name, but alberne not things well ment, 
o matter though, you buy it not in deed, 

It is paid for, and to good people ſent, 

Of meere good will, that idle folks ſhould reade, 

In way of ſport, though it no mirth do make - 

It ſhews the ſpots, and blurs in ſtayned browe, 

And from foule face, would euery blemiſ take, 

If ſome iberewith, will waſh their faces throwe. 
Though in a glaſſe, there i norunning ſpring, 

A Arror may, ſpew man a ſtranger thing. 


FINTS. 


CHE MIRROR 
of Max. 


Man remember, from hence thou ſhale paſſe : 
d Like as thy figure, once ſeene in a glaſſe, 
— Dothyaniſhaway, yea ſo ſhall thy breath, 

Bring earth vnto earth, when ſtrike thee ſhall death. 
This world wiſe men call, a thoroughfare to thee, 
Follow thou it not, from vice do thou flee: 

Secke after knowledge, the truth to aduance, 
Deſire not to ſee, thy neighbors miſchance. 

Be lowly of lookes, and loyall of harr, 

And true of thy word, in euery good part. 

Beware of three things, the fyrſt is worlds ſhoe, 
The ſecond falſe friends, the third is thy foe. 

Feare God and thy Prince, be loth to offend, 

Take nothing in. hand, but thinke on the end. 

Be ſw ift to do good, and ſlowe to do ill, 

And looke that thou keepe, thy conſcience cleere ſtill. 
The greater thou groweſt, the gentler do ſeeme, 
And do not too much, thine owne ſelfe eſteeme. 
The meeker men are, the more loue they win, 
Make no man thy foe, that hath thy friend bin. 
Giue honor to thoſe, that rules and beares ſway, 
Striue not with the ſtrong, tis better to obay. 
Yeeld duty to all, the Scripture ſo ſaith, 

But chiefly loue thou, the houſhold of Faith. 
Forget not the poore, their plaints pierce the skyes, 
And God looketh on, the teares of their eyes. 

Full (weet ate thoſe gifts, that getteth Gods grace: 
The goods of the world, thou haſt but a ſpace: 
A ſtew ard thou art, whilſt ritches doth laſt, 

Little is thine od ne, of all that thou haſt. 

Yea much is thy charge, and ſmall is thy ioy 

Of wordly wealth heere, that waſts like a toy. 
Account mult be made, of each thing is ſpent, 
Then great heapes of gold, in baggs are but lent. 
Sceke not for profit, for care breakes the ſleepe, 
What fortune ſhall end, full warely do keepe. 


Some 


+ Someeazely do riſe, yet late ere they thrive, 


The mirfor of Man. 


Thelefſe that they haue, themoreth 


7 do ſtriue, 
Like fiſhin the flood, that gapes for a flye, 


And ſwallows the hooke, and lets the bait lye. 


Full many do ſnatch, and fare worſe therefore, 
When they haue ynough, then ſeeke they for more. 
Goods makes men greedie, and breeds ſo great thirſt, 
They thinke that they may, drinke droſſe till they birſt. 
As whelps do lap milke, both early and late, 

(And priſnars in pound, craves almes at a grate,) 

So gluttons gape wide, for gold as twere bred, 

And neuer leaues crying, vntill they be fed. 

Suffice thy ſelfe man, with that thou canſt haue, 

For beggers ſpeed leaſt, when moſt they do craue. 

Hap yeelds not to words, nor words gets good hap, 
To ſome that ſayes nought, luck falls in their lap. 

Sing thou the meane part, for meaſure is there, 

The tennor or baſe, Fa burthen do beate. 

The treble is lowd, yet graceth the ſong, 

And all the queer likes, the lark and the long. 

Good muſick glads men, where all things acord, 
Becauſe there we ſound, the feare of the Lord. 

That feare tunes the ſtrings, that muſick doth make, 
And works wondrous things, for Godsglories ſake, 
Keeps Princes in right, that wretches doth hate, 
Main his owne flock, and ſtayes vp their ſtate : 
Makes Traytors aferd, who can not 1. 

Becauſe fox their faults, the gallows doth gape : 

That feare feares the fond, makes fooliſh more wiſe, 
Makes bad men moſt blind, and cleers good mens eyes. 
The bad cannot ſee, for want of ſharp ſight 

The Lord norhis feare, nor nothing arighr. 

The good fees all playn, and ſo feares the more, 

For that ere he fall, Gods grace goes before 
And keeps him from foyle : a mercy God ſhoes 
(In greateſt extreames) to none but to thoſe 
He calls vnto grace, then is that feare great, 
That holds ſubiects vp, and kings in their ſeate. 
The feare of the rod, which makes children pule, 
The feare of the la ve, that looks to good rule : 


The 
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efeare oftheſword, that kills many wayes, 
e not like this feare, that leynthens our dayes. 
en let this feare be, a mirror moſt bright, 
orch whoſe cleare beames, gives all the world light. 
man behold this, his feet ſhall not ſlide, 
ze lanterne of life, ſhall ſo be his guide, 
iat be ſhall goe through, all danger and dreed, 
And tread vpon ſnakes, and ſerpents for need. 
Make Scorpions afrayd, and take out their ſting, 
Kill adders and todes, and all venemous thing: 
Find out all falſe harts, that miſchiefe would doo, 
Put falſhed to ſhame, and puniſhment too. 
The ſeare of the Lord, looks through each deſait, 
Makes ſleight and craft bluſn, that long lyes in wait 
To worke ſome foule feate. Fy man what new kind 
Of tretchery naw, hath ſtayned thy mind. 
Thou waſt oſo e. as firme as a rock, 
Now brittle as . nats gone with a knock. 
Thy troth was like go., that will take no ruſt, 
Now few men do know, in whome they may truſt. 
World is waxt wily, that erſt was full playne, 
Fine heds would catch all, with cunning of brayne. 
A churle from the plow, can palter and falt 
And when thou leaſt thiyks, he giues thee a lift. 
No bargain he make but wins by ſome reach, 
Thus kartars and cloyns, can courtiers now teach. 
Such tricks are now vſed, as world were bewitched, 
Yetlozels with lewdneſſe, are little enritched. 
Wherefore thou playn-nfan, (if any ſuch be, 
Be wiſe if thou can, and warned by me. 
Goodnes gets credit, then vſe well thy ſenſe, 
Beat back all vices, with vertuous defence. 
Be doing of good, redeeme thy loſt time, 
Make a faire pozie, whiles flowres are in prime. 
Whiles leyſure doth ſerue, and lawd may be oon, 
Be laboring for prayſe, a right race to run: 
And he that runs beſt, both heere and elſe where, 
Of euery gay flowre, a garland ſhall weare. 
Honor and glory, all good men ſhall find, 
Bad people like dul, oth wander with wind. 2 
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Good men with dr were wont to be RF 
And with fouleteproch, the bad were Jefaced: © 
Then each one would ſtriue, to vin true renowne, + 
Which kept dem a foote, "when others fell downe. 
And well Tartan, might do a good turne, 
Which ſhews that in lamp, good oyle did till burne: 
His light neare gpes out, that loues to do well, 

The reſt neuer thinks, of heauen nor hell. 

Such epicures liue, as they ſhould not dye, 

Who eare they beware, with Dizes do lye. 

But build thoqthy neſt, where bleſſednes is, 

For thoſe thatteare God, are borne vato blis. 


Slowth and idle wit, brings beggery vnwares, 


Do well and droad not, the weight of worlds cares. 


Wiſdome is great wealth, fufferance winneth mitch, 
Who hopes to haue all, ſhall ſeldomſe be riteh. 
See ke for good fortune, live not h · 


ST 


Caſt nets in the ſea, there is beſt fit, Pi 


Yeeld to the ſtronger, ſtriue not with thy better, 

He neare means to pay, thats euery mans detter. 
Who ſowes may well reape, ſome whathath ſome ſauor, 
Nothing is gotten, without royle and labor. 
Patience is pretious, and quenches debate, 
Pride ſels good conditions, and pprechaſeth hate. 
e gets friendſhip, faire x. all men liketh, 
Ill will is a weapon, that priuely ſtriketh. 

Better ĩs little, to line i meaſure, 


Then with mutch trouble, rohavegr ea: aer 


Content is a King, and niakes t 
Who ſpares for to ſpend, doth keepe a oi ad diet. 

Sharp words makes more woũds, then furgeons can heale, 
It harmes private gaine, and ſtaynes common-weale. 
Malice blowes the fire; that burnes without w 00d, 

Brag makes great boaſt, but. doth little good. 

Envy is'churlſh, and. lookes like ban dog, 

A ſnudge is ſurly, and grumts ke a hog. | e 
Murmure wdrks miſchieſe; and dates all 1 

Byzy the babler, . : breeds brau les in each border. 
Contempt is a ca yriff; as curſth a kite, 
2 like abladder, is blowne vp oxdlifoite. - 


Slander 
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der doth biteſore, - behind good m 
vit runs before, 


Meddle not with matters, that paſſeth thy powre, 
But take in good part, the ſweet and the ſowre. 

Be ſurety for none, that office is bad, 

For birds out of hand, ſhall ſeldom be had. 

A bird vnder wing, flyes where he doth liſt, 

And minds not agayne, to come to the fiſt. 

The ſinnews of life, hath loſt their ſweet bloud, 
When hoorders of gold, are gone from their good. 
Keep that thou haſt voon, vith ſweat and ſowre ſorrow, 
And fill not their bags, that ſtill beg and borrow. 
Settle thy ſenſes, to beare enery loſſe, 

For all men on earth, muſt needs haue their croſſe. 
The greateſt that lines, are mooud at ſome chance, 
For fortune may frowne, on thoſe (be did aduance. 
Way worldly cauſes, with weights of wiſe poyes, 
All fortunes follyes, are held but meere toyes. 
This day they ſeeme {weet, tomorrow proue ſowre, 
Are ſubie&ro change, and turne in an houre. 
Chances coms ſeldeme, jf chances be good, 

Neuer croſſed chance, makes any good blood. 
Then croſſed they are, when they can not laſt, 
Nothing is conſſant, nor ſtands ſurcand fall. 

The beſt way for health, is walking at large, 

With ſome little wealth, to mayntayne the charge. 
And ſeeke for no more, than God ſhall well ſend, 
For ill gotten full ſove thou ſhalt ſpend. 


the world fo began, 
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But Sold chem back; 


It lifts men aloft, in get Cegrecy 
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Play thou the old guiſe, und ſo game begin, 
AS Apr for the | - astharehou mayſt win. 
No paſtime is free, from falſhood and craft, 
For falſhood I ſee, vill neuer be laft. 

Deale not with dodging, for each one can palter, 
Not one from profit, his nature will alver. 

Let dice and cards goe, great craft therein ſyes, 
With both thoſe old games, men blind Argoes eyes. 
Who playes but for pins, or poynts is beguild, 


For old men are now, deceiud by a child. 


Coſenage is common, it ſprings on new faſhions, 
Driues ſome ſad minds, in many fore paſſions. 
Part not from money, for when it is gone, 

Thy wealth leaues thy hart, as cold as a ſtone. 
Truſt not to faire words, for they are but nets, 
Or limetwigs of toong, that neuer payes dets. 
Hope not in promis, the world is but fidkle, 
The maners of men, and time is too tickle. 
That craft hath poſſeſt, he holds as his dwne, 
No climing the neaſt, when birds be all flowne. 
Bid each man prouide, himſelfe before hand, 
Hazard not thy life, thy goods nor thy land. 
Yet make not of muck, no more than is right, 
Although heauy purſe, doth makethe hatt light. 
The deſite of gold, doth drownemen in tuſt, 
Who in theirgreat wealth, dò put too muieh truſt. 
Vertue is more worth, yer joſſt it is ſoaght, 
And nothing to man, mo honor hat bre 
On vertue growes grace, dat euer doth flou 
Then happy is he, thatvertuoraynoutth. 


And gets great fauor, - of Prinees y 
Promotion coms not, from the Eaſt not the Weſt, 
But happens and fals, on thoſe God hath bleſt. 
He makes none to riſe, but ſuelvas he likes, 

The choſen he keeps, tho abiedt hie ities. 

The vertuous ſhall chriue, i ſpite ofthe pe, 
For all 8 ih Gd guet r.. 
Some thinks them ſelues wife; and fo ouer te 


| are but green . 
Man 
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vw aokgen yorld, is turned ro led. 
is hard Bran = . 6 
I a great > mute goodnes is | WM | 
ay dry wadden world, that nothing can ſpare, 
{akes countreymen poore, and courtiers full bare. 
e ſpring will not run, to comfort ſoreeyne, 
The moone is in clips, the ſunne doth not ſiine. 
The ſtarres do ſeeme dim, by meane of aclowde, 
Ritch mey growes haulty, and beggers wax pro de. 
If any warme thawe, did melt the cold ſnoe, 
(Or from ſweet ſommer, ſharp winter would goe) 
Hard world would wax ſoft, and freez no more then, 
And God would pre ſend, ſome grace among men. 
A frozen world now, turns water into yce, 
Conuerts io ſhort time, true vertue to vice, 
Playnnes goes barefoot, and treads on hard ſtones, 
Cunning plucks the skin, and fleſh from the bones. 
Frankne: is barred, ' and lockt from our ſight, | 
Pitty hids his head, and patience takes flight. 
Charitie growes cold, almes deeds hath no place, 
Mercy is not knowne, by fauor nor face. 
Mildnes is forgot, modeſtie growes wild, 
Good manners of life, is almoſt exild., 
Offence waxeth bold, and traytors withall, _ 
Hope of apardon, makes many men fall. 
Truſting in friendſhip, makes ſome be truſt vp. 
Or ride in a cart, to kisſaint Giles cup. 
Pickthank can promis, but neuer performe, - 
Thus in faire kirnell, creeps many a foule worme. 
Wich kiffing of hands, and carchy full lowe, -— 
A tame trick is found, to take a wild krow.: 
Cunning ſalutes you, to come by his wiſh, 
So with a ſmall bayt, he takes a great fiſh... 
Pride ſtands on tiptoes, in hope to be ſeen, 
2 bp om knows, our — | 
e thruſts moſtforplace, and highly preſumes, . .. 
That findeth leaſtgrace, in 2 — 11 
A ſtately conceit, makes ſtoutnes deſpiſed, 1 
Blind bayard belecues, - he goes all deſguiſed, 


1 4 
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Pride will noeljeake; I es Oh lim, 
With ouer long lools, that ſtares march vperdhian. 
That drowzy deuice, may feeds vayne humor, 
And in iugging world, may breed a great rm. 
Yong wanton with wiles, vins mutch as he thinks, 
When ſtayed wit ſmiles, and world theteat winks. 
Clap on all the ſayles, the ball will rebound, * 
But when wether fayles, - the hip lyes on ground. 
Tides haue but their times, ſo oder they pas, | 
And worldlingsdodreame, on things neuer was. 
Bravery ſtill beggeth, where fountaine doth tun, 
Coms from Gods bleſſing, vnto the warme ſurine. -- 
A practice of late, the thriſtles tryes now, ; 
Who goes from court gate, vnto the playne plow. 
Landlords lacks liuing (what pitty is that 
They looke for a bee, and catch but a gnat. 
Great rents-runstoruffs, and hides him in haſte, 

Yong heires-comes after, and etyes but emwaſt. 
Leaſes and lardſhips, aredrownd in gold iner, 
Old auntient demaynes, conſumes a great pace. 

The Sun puts away, that Father did ger, 

So my yong mayſter, drops quickly in det. 
Hauockruns on head, and looks net behind, 
And many wants bread, that bears a good mind. 
Muck make men mizers, thericher they are, 
The leſſe do they ſpend, and worſe will they fare. 
Good turns are fo ſtrang, they can not be had, 
The beſt ſort do find, their fortune but bad. 
Makeſhift the micher, thinks not of amending. 
Craft rubs out a life, with borrowing and lending. 
With ſhuffling ofcards, and trotting of bones, 
Both money and time, are loſt all at ence. 
Lone * —— x —_— the cace, 
Breaketh good: aud bri t difgrace. 
Who learms at to cog, muſt 1 
For with fine ſbyſting, men catch hae they may. 
And looke what is loft, iu 


wyneof the moone, 
Is like a fooles ben, iat ſbot is too ſoone. 
A. 


Figboyes 


TON GE forall, do 8 ye 8 

Who will goe, or ſure youlg ulg ſtangdq ., 
Dweis in ſome low place, and walks on playne land. 
Theſe mountaynes are hye, and hard for toclime, 

Where tempeſts and ſtormes, blowes roughly ſometime. 
Great trees haue weake bowes, that bends at each blaſt, 
Small graffs do grow long, aud ſtands in. tock faſt. 


The poore ſleeps in peace, andriſcin-greatreſt, 

And thinks 9 ynough is a feaſt. 

Brown bread vntothem, is ſweeter God knowes, 

Then manchet to ſome, that goes in gay cloes. 

Hard hunger brings health, health needs no greatphiſick, 

Full paunches goes puffing, with coughcold and tizick. 

Much feedin —— zee, fine bankets brings ſicknes, 

Long faſting wit, whets dulhead with quicknes. 

In Oxford and des, where diet is fine, 

There learning doth flowe, and knowledge doth ſhine. 

Whoſerteth bookes, butthoſe that reade mitch, 

Feeds but on little, looks not to beritch? 

Who ſerues beſt in field, but. ſuch as can faſt, 

And bite a bare ciuſt, riltdanger be paſt ? 

Who runs with long breath, as light as a Doe, 

But ſuch as for need, longempty can goe ? 

Who tels a dale, as orators doo, 

Tot thy as {pares-mcnte, Ne diet too? 

Who ſayterb ſo fame, and brings home more gayne, 

Then thoſe that eatos bivker, — great payne 3 
2 


— — 


— h— 


| Who hath ſharper wit, then thoſe thatareleane, 
1 And can not grow groſe, theirfood is ſocleane. 
| This is not ſet dowae, ; doteach with th: 

[1 The Dolphin toſwim,, or Ba | | 
| An archer and writer, ſhoots 


240 te wide, 
Some flyes in the ayre, and ſotme fals ade. 
But none hits the marke, paſt reach ſtands the white, 
And But is bet at, os fantyes ve write. = | 

| So now this fit ends, and breath Ido take, 


In hope of this world, ſome verſes to make. 


44 | F INI. 
l 1 5 | 
4 Heere follows a glance, and daſh with a pen, 
| On worlds great miſchance, aud maners ofmen. 


Ardneſſe is bedfrong, and will not be hawpred, 
H Larges ſtrait laced, and pride too mutch pampted, 


Spend all with ſparing, . is ſa well acquainted, 
Tharliberall live harts, | Jolie; ay be ſainted. ” 
Hold faſt will give nought, wealth fee nerdy, 
Well hed is ſtopped, - full mouths are 


cody: 
Leane flyes are feedi 8 that looghech bin es at 
None may be lookt to, till hungerhavedined. 75 HD 
Conſcience can catch all, abd much of leſu, 
| Need help who liſteth, ye findfew that eaſe you. 
| Wickednes proſpers, and prov ls ſtill for profit, 
pouertie is 28 ang * ofit. 
Big bellyes cõſumes much, grand pauoch licks the platter 
Great brags breeds. babble, fall pusſe pleads the matter. 
Fines runs fleecing, awayourprefetmants, | 
New patching and peecing, mars many old garments. 
Snatch cruſt is ſaucy, to mpuchypthe vittle, 
Dezarts is kept faſting, and good men gets little. 
V ayneglory goes gay, like flo ves new. ſptou ed. 
Flattry ſpeaks ſo fayre, hia vordęae much quubted. 
Aboungance ſeems want, ; vben God ſends great ple 
/ Boldnes abounds, . and goodnegisdeinty. ' 


90 


True 


gboyes 2 viiadles, drawes Deer to the bow, 
arlings do dane, their babes euen ſoo. 
uhounds wezereyly, to bite eare they barke, 
ciues a drift diy, by coſenage in darke. 
o thouſands are ſpoyled, before they ſee day, 
vhen that with — falſe theeues runs away. 
When playnnes is robd, by ſine market beaters, 
Then harmeles petiple, complaynes of fine cheaters. 
Ieſus what ſhifting, is ſeene in ſmooth dealing, 
Where biles do burſt out, that long are a healing. 
Hatred firſt ſwelleth, and gathers a core, 
And therein dwelleth, a canker and fore. 
No medcin may help, à corzy in hart, 
And ſalue and ſweet baulmes, heales all other ſmart. 
Variance with venome, infe&s a ſound breſt, 
And dineliſh diſcord, doth breed great vnreſt. 
Bablers are buſie, to ſtur vp debate, 
But had I wiſt brings, repentance too late. 
Backbiters do kill, more men with a word, 
Then ſouldiers in field, deſtroyes with their ſword. 
Foule ſlander flyes farre, his wings are too large, 
Stoutnes ſturs an oare, in euery mans barge. 
Ignorance skorneth, all learning and letters, 
Folly forethinks not, till feet be in fetters. 
Findfault with trim tricks, can taum and can flour, 
Preſumption ſpeakes boldly, - and lookes like à lout. 
Rudeneſſe runs raſnly, throngh matters af weight, 
Fooles are ouerthrowne, caught in theirowne fleight. 
Wiſemen beholds this, and ſo they giue aime, 
Whiles harebrains do ſboote, - NN ir game. 
Raſhnes is haſty, anddraws pit his ſtrength, 
Andreacheth his arme, beyond his ſleeues length. 
ama one, 2 at for age, 
Voggliogs ſo wiumph, . and ruſſlet io Rete e. 

Old men haue ao place, their.crediedecages, 
Though haires do waxe white, as filuer in fight, 
Old witis worth gold, when age bath his right. 

A Parretcan prate, and gaggle like Gander, 
When youth ſhould ſhew wit, yong ſenſes do wander. 


So 


Then if inrough ſras — — 

| | en it 1 7 | "_ 

| He taketh the cramp, and ſoſwimsno me. 

3 r nn and makes great reaſon, 
But few do obſerue, time, rule, and ſeaſon. 
Some bolts out by chance, à word tkax muteh wayes, - 
When ſome thinks he knowes, na well whar he 


Some turns vp long locks, as therein all lyes, - 


Some takes vpon them, to know each mans tho 
And tell hat in hell, or heanen is wrought. 
In fine, all theſe ſoms, are ſoms little vortd, 
That boaſts of big bogs, ahd brings nothing forth. 
Mutch more may be markt, of thoſe that can note, 
Thecourſe of this world, chat ſtill is a flote. 
How euer tide runs, or water doth fowe, 

(Or any wind wag, or-weather doth blow) 

Not one can redres, . theſe things ſo awry, 

The reach of thoſe knacks, are mounted ſo hye. 
Theabuſeisſogreat, that none can amend, 

To vet . 12 ſmall _ . 

To © to chide or to U, 

Is now ni good poynt, of wiſdome at al. 
Whereſore till my Muſe, makes ſharp my dull wir, 

I thinke what I pleaſe, | ſofilent I fir. 


| 


Some rubs vp his haire, as great things in hed, — | 
| Should make the world muſe, - what boldaes had ſect. 


That reſteth between, the earth and the skyes. abe 5 
OE. 


